His torment must have encroached upon his face, for Mathilde
made a movement of which she appeared incapable. She took one
of Gerbier's hands and held it in hers for a moment. Gerbier
seemed not to notice this gesture. But he was more grateful to
Mathilde for this than for having saved his life.

Mathilde s Daughter

The little house had been uninhabited for a long time. It was
in no way distinguishable from the bungalows built around
it that were squeezed together on a low-class real-estate develop-
ment. It was only damper than the others because its narrow
garden adjoined a marshy ground behind it. This was the way by
which Gerbier arrived with the Bison in the night that followed
the adventure of the rifle range. Gerbier carried a valise which
contained filing cards and documents. The Bison had a sack full
of provisions. When the two men entered the house noiselessly
they were struck by the mouldy smell.

"Nothing pretty about security/' said the Bison.

He put down his sack in the kitchen and went off. Gerbier
carefully shut the door which led from the garden to the mouldy
little house.

For three months he had not been out of it.

The shutters had remained closed. The front door that led
to the road had never been opened. Gerbier had never lit the
fire (luckily it was an early spring). He had never used the electric
light, so as not to increase the figures on the meter. He worked
by the light of a carefully shaded carbide lamp. He ate cold food.
Once a week, together with the mail, he had been brought bread
and such canned goods as could be found on the black market.
The dates and the hours of these visits were fixed in advance.
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